ACT III              PRIVATE    LIVES
to be perfectly frank, I'd like to wring her neck. Do
you love her ?
VICTOR : That's beside the point.
ELYOT : On the contrary, it's the crux of the whole
affair. If you do love her still, you can forgive her, and
live with her in peace and harmony until you're ninety-
eight.
VICTOR : You're apparently even more of a cad than
I thought you were.
ELYOT : You are completely in the right over the
whole business, don't imagine I'm not perfectly con-
scious of that.
VICTOR : I'm glad.
ELYOT : It's all very unfortunate.
VICTOR :  Unfortunate :  My God!
ELYOT : It might have been worse.
VICTOR : I'm glad you think so.
ELYOT : I do wish you'd stop about being so glad
about everything.
VICTOR : What do you intend to do ? That's what
want to know. What do vou intend to do ?
ELYOT (suddenly serious} : I don't know, I don't care.
VICTOR : I suppose you realise that you've broken
that poor little woman's heart ?
ELYOT :   Which poor little woman ?
VICTOR :   Sibyl, of course.
ELYOT : Oh, come now, not as bad as that. She'll
get over it, and forget all about me.
VICTOR : I sincerely hope so ... for her sake.
ELYOT : Amanda will forget all about me too.
Everybody will forget all about me. I might just as
well lie down and die in fearful pain and suffering,
nobody would care.
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